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Field Dance 
Zachary Herrnstadt 
i see you far in the field, 
your outline smudged 
by the shadows of golden 
foxtails, bending in the direction the wind blows, 
yet always rooted deep 
within the cool collected soil, 
laced with clay the color of 
caramel, but the scent of a smooth 
grey rock being speckled with an ocean 
rain, as the tide sways 
forward and back, the wind guiding 
each wave into an unseen mould. 
i take a careful step forward. 
the velvet grass hisses 
between your toes as you jerk 
backwards, foxtails tangling 
in your hair and snapping 
off their stems, flaming 
as they shoot towards the ground 
like renegade fireworks, 
ashen and smoking when they land, 
some on the dusty tan ground, 
some on the petals 
of transparent violets. 
we stand still. 
the tall grass weaves 
in the air between us. 
your body blurs 
with the golden grass 
and the hazy orange horizon. 
your hair yields 
to the dry dance of the evening air, 
and i realize that there's nothing 
wrong with gazing 
at beauty from a distance 
for awhile. 
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